My Leap of Love
Dedicated To Ms. Flea


When our dog’s scratch had made us part
I looked for you, with all my heart.
In Jungled hair, my heart in pain,
For you I searched, but all in vain.

I never thought, again we’d hug,
My dear sweet loving, lady bug.
I missed you so, my flea heart cried,
I prayed to Fur, you had not died.

I Had to climb, I needed be
Up on ‘dog’s head’, so I could see.
So up I climbed to highest spot
From there I saw a distant dot.

I thought it you, ‘bove dog’s left thigh
Then I heard your distant cry.
“Where are you love, my dear sweet mate
I need you now, I can not wait.”

The Trek through hair would take forever
A jump to you ’d, mean now or never.
Hunching down, and holding breath,
I took that jump, the leap of death.

My giant leap was flea heart powered,
As love inside my small heart flowered
In air I passed, from ‘dog nose tip’,
To your side love, on ‘dog hip’.

I took the chance, survived the leap
Tonight, content, I’ll with you sleep.
And when on down hair, you I see
I’ll thank Fur, your next to me.
Mr. Flea
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